TRANSFIGURATION

enough the ultimate scrum that remained from the
current of busy human life. They were prostitutes of the
lowest class, those who have no homes to which they can
take their customers, those who sell themselves for a
trifle in any dark corner, harried by the police, harried
by hunger, and harried by their own bullies, continually
hunted and continually on the prowl for prey. Like
hungry hounds they nosed their way across the lighted
square towards anything masculine, towards any late
straggler who might be tempted to satiate his lust for a
crown or two* The money would buy a hot drink and a
morsel of food at a coffee-stall, and would help to keep
the life in them until its flicker should be extinguished in
hospital or jail.

Here was the very scum, the last spume, of the sensual
flood of this Sunday crowd. With immeasurable horror
I watched these wolfish forms slinking out of the gloom.
But even in my horror there was an elemental pleasure,
for in this tarnished mirror I could see vestiges of my
own forgotten past. Here was a morass through which I
had myself made my way in earlier years, and its
phosphorescent marsh-lights were glowing anew in my
senses. I recalled the days of adolescence, when my eye
would rest on such figures as these with a mixture of
alarm and eagerness; and I recalled the hour when I
had first followed such a woman up a damp and creaky
stair. Suddenly, as if illumined by a lightning-flash, I
saw in sharp relief every detail of that forgotten hour;
the insipid oleograph over the woman's bed, the mascot
she wore round her neck; and I remembered the ardour
of yore, tinged with loathing and also with the pride of
budding manhood. With a clarity of vision that was
new to me I realized why sympathy with these out-
casts was stirring within me. The instinct that had
roused me to my crime of the afternoon made me feel
my kinship with these hungry marauders. The pocket*